inadequately covering her bent shoulders. 'All the labour books were
in the locker. I could not get to it, and now four of us have no papers,
we are nameless, we are nobodies . . .'

'Go on, mother,' said the guard. 'What is a paper when life is in
danger? They will sort you all out.'

Frossia, her heart hammering, stood and watched. Pushing a small
cart, laden with comparatively neat bundles, came an elderly woman,
whose breeding could not be disguised under the humblest of rags. She
was asked for her labour book, and produced it calmly. Over the man's
shoulder Frossia caught the name, and marvelled. It had been a great
and ancient name, it was still a proud name. The man obviously knew
it, too. He held the labour book for a second or so, looked at its owner,
standing there, at the head of her cart, herself clad in tatters, standing
there with as much self-possession as if she were coming out of her
drawing-room, and the man handed back the book.

'The First Line, grajdanka. You will get a mattress and something
hot to eat.'

She inclined her head. Frossia could not have called it a nod. The
cart went on its way. The guard turned to a comrade.

'Anyway, no wailing from such as she,' he commented.

As soon as the procession had gone Frossia hurried on. But at the
next corner she was stopped by a picket. Nobody was to go any
farther. 'We have had enough panic as it is. Things are not much
better on the other side,' they said. 'You could never cross. Go back,

grajdanka------' and crestfallen, Frossia turned away when suddenly a

one-armed man came out of a house; she recognized Nikita Fyodorov,
and shouted at him:

'Comrade Nikita!'

He did not hear at first. Frossia thought: 'No, I am not going back
to listen to Olga Semenovna's chatter... I must find something to do,*
and she shouted all the louder, and he heard.

He did not at first recognize her. Then he smiled broadly as if they
had parted the day before.

'Euphrosynia Pavlovna! Meeting you is a pleasure------* he grinned

so pleasantly that she knew she could believe him. 'Of course, there is
plenty to do. Come with me to the Mines Institute. We have started a
refuge centre there, and a soup kitchen.' He explained things to the
picket, and they let her pass.

The situation was indeed grave. Nikita told her, as they were fighting
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